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where she had entered and stirred a ghost.
She ought to have told Bettington and shared
it; but she could not have done it. She almost
winced at the thought of those boxes being
exposed.

The blind-cord lapped at the window-pane.
She sent the blind clattering up. Then all
was still again, but differently still.

She began to put the shirts out on the
bed. On the wall at the bed-foot she saw
for the first time a photograph of a woman.
It was the woman who was in the sitting-
room; the same weight of hair looped low
on the neck. But now she wore a high
collar, with a tiny linen ruff, pierced by an
arrow-brooch, A deep fringe of hair covered
her forehead, and even now her eyelashes
looked as though tears were hiding behind
them. She was very young, perhaps younger
than Felicia herself. Twenty-two ?

Felicia felt she ought to ask to be forgiven
for what she was doing in that room. She
must do what she had to do with a delicate
reserve, as though she were not doing it
herself, or for herself; she must give place
to that woman, do intimate things without
intimacy,

She began  to  count  the handkerchiefs.